DEBITS AND CREDITS

FROM time to time, in the cause of charity,
somebody arranges a Veteran's Variety per-
formance. The sprightly comediennes and gay
young "swells'' of our youth emerge, domesticated
and portly or lean and grizzled, from respectable
nooks in Hackney or Balham, and give once more
performances which are mingled with our earliest
memories, and have long had a legendary character.
Old men appear as young dogs with silk hats,
monocles and spats and sing songs about captivat-
ing the ladies or painting the West End red;
elderly ladies don the golden locks and pinafores
of the 1895 ingenue; after thirty years we see
some wizard in tights balancing billiard balls on
his nose as our fathers delighted to see him do in
an age whose fashions died with the old Queen.
It is with a mixture of feelings that one attends
such a recital. We are anxious that our former
heroes should do themselves justice and prove to a
younger generation our favourite contention that
things are not what they used to be; that the
moderns may be very clever in their way, but
cannot conceivably exercise the spell of their
predecessors. We have the strange, intellectual
experience of confusion of times; as though
suddenly in a marching battalion of khaki-clad
soldiers there should appear a file of Lady Butler's
bearded and vivid Crimeans, And old recol-
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